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the meanest parts of their performance : out of the unekilfolness
of their children, and exquisiteness of their chief actors, they have
made up a whole which at first excited our attention, and then
gave us very fine entertainment."
The people by degrees dispersed, and the square was again
become empty, while PhiHna and Laertes were disputing about
the forms and the skill of Narciss and Landrinette, and rallying
each other on the subject at great length. Wilhelm noticed the
wonderful child standing on the street near some other children
at play; he showed her to Philina, who, in her lively way, im-
mediately called and beckoned to the little one, and, this not suc-
ceeding, tripped singing down stairs, and led her up by the hand.
"Here is the enigma," said she, as she brought her to the
door. The child stood upon the threshold, as if she meant again
to run off; laid her right hand on her breast, the left on her brow,
and bowed deeply. " Tear nothing, my little dear," said Wilhelm,
rising and going towards her. She viewed him with a doubting
look, and came a few steps nearer.
" What is thy name ?" he asked. " They call me Mignon."
" How old art thou ?" " No one has counted." " Who was thy
father ?" " The Great Devil is dead."
"Well! this is singular enough," said Philina. They asked
her a few more questions; she gave her answers in a kind of
broken German, and with a strangely solemn manner, every time
laying her hands on her breast and brow, and bowing deeply.
Wilhelm could not satisfy himself with looking at her. His
eyes and his heart were irresistibly attracted by the mysterious
condition of this being. He reckoned her about twelve or thirteen
years of age; her body was well formed, only her limbs gave pro-
mise of a stronger growth, or else announced a stunted one. Her
countenance was not regular, but striking; her brow full of mys-
tery; her nose extremely beautiful; her mouth, although it seemed
too closely shut for one of Iter age, and though she often threw it
to a side, had yet an air of frankness, and was very lovely. Her
brownish complexion could scarcely be discerned through the paint.
This form stamped itself deeply in Wilhelm's soul; he kept look-
ing at her earnestly, and forgot the present scene in the multitude
of his reflections. Philina waked him from his half-dream, by
holding out the remainder of her sweetmeats to the child, and
giving her a sign to go away. She made her little bow as formerly,
and darted like lightning through the door.

